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One 


Author's Notes: 
In This Moment is not on the band list (trust me | looked) otherwise IWd list it... | really need to get back on 


here.. 


Maria's footsteps echoed in the abandoned hallway. Her breath wheezed with every step she took. She glanced 


behind her to make sure he wasn't following. 
Suddenly, she slammed into a wall with a face. Maria looked up in horror from the black chest to an 
unforgiving face. Hopeless tears slid down her face when the man grabbed her wrist and began to pull her 


towards a door. 


"Please, nol" Maria begged as she awkwardly stumbled after the man. "Syn please!" Her voice barely a whisper 


now, "Please." 


Syn smiled revealing elongated canines. "Stop begging. You sound like a child." 


They came to a stop inside a room. Maria's fluttering heart dropped when her own reflection stared in shock 
back at her once Syn turned on the light. The room they were in had no furniture but the walls were covered 


in mirrors. Only tiny amounts of grey painted wall could be seen where the mirrors didn't quite fit together. 


From the ceiling dangled a lone light bulb on a rusting chain. The bulb's reflection twinkled in every mirror. 


Maria's tear made small patterns on the carpeted floor. 


She stood trembling as she watched Syn calmly walk to the northwest corner of the room. Slowly he leaned 
down and from the small shadows; he pulled out two small halogen lamps. He then carried them to the south 


wall where Maria could see a small outlet in between two framed mirrors. 


After plugging the lamps in, he turned to Maria. "I'm shocked you haven't you haven't tried to run from me 
yet! 


"Why bother?" Maria whispered refusing to meet his eyes, "You'll just track me down" 

Syn chuckled. "You've finally learned that. Its only taken five months." 

Maria swallowed and tried to choke down a terrified sob. Her struggles brought out more terrifying laughter 
from Syn. When Maria could finally look him in the eye, he stopped laughing and his face became a careful, 
blank mask. 

Slowly, he approached her. Maria took a shaky step back for every forward movement he made. A hysterical 
whimper came from Maria when she backed into the door. Her fingers danced across the wood in search of 
the copper doorknob. 

When her fingers encircled the copper doorknob, Syn sighed. "Come now Maria, do you really think I'd leave the 
door unlocked when I've been following you around for five months? | mean, really, now | have you in this room 


after all those parties | went too. I'm not about to blow it." 


His voice was light and teasing but Maria figured out the darker part of his comment; she wasn't leaving here 


until he wanted her to. 
Syn cocked his head slightly to left and smiled. "Maria, darling, do step away from the door." 
Maria shook her head. "Why are we here?" 


Syn dramatically rolled his eyes. "And here come the questions.” An animalistic snarl came from the spot 


where he had stood. 


Maria tried to scream but a tattooed hand clamped itself over her mouth. Syr's smile made tears fall from 
Maria's eyes again. He slowly moved his hand away from her mouth and to gently move a stray piece of hair 


off her face. A sweeter smile lit up his dark brown eyes before he grabbed a handful of Maria's hair and 


pulled. 


Panic kept her speechless. Syn slammed her in between the two lamps on the south wall. Maria sobbed in 
terror when Syn took a hold of the neck of her shirt and ripped the shirt in half. She tried to push him away 
from her but he grabbed both of hers with one of his and forced them above her head. 


With his free hand, Syn undid the button on Maria's shorts and roughly tugged them down. He ripped her 
underwear off with a single fluid yank Syn grunted as he kicked Maria's legs apart. She pleaded and squirmed 
trying to get free somehow. 


Syn laughed before he pursed his lips. "Knock it off Maria" He growled as he unbuttoned his jeans and his 
straining sex was free. "Fight me and I'll make it hurt more." He threatened. 


Maria forced herself to look away but in every mirror, she saw Syn's reflection She saw the smirk on his 
face when he began to move inside her, forcing another plea from her lips. She cried again when she saw her 
own reflection in the mirrors too. Black tears dripped down her face when Syn moaned and quickened his 


thrust. He bit down on her neck hard enough to draw blood. 


Syn's free hand hungrily groped her body before slipping behind her back to unclasp her bra. Maria took a 
chance and slammed herself into the mirror behind her catching his hand between her and the wall. 


She gasped as goose bumps ran down her arms when Syn drug blunt fingernails across the limited area he 


could reach. 


"Damn youl" He snarled as he stepped back slightly trying to work his hand free. 
Maria pushed against the hand holding hers above her head. Syn shoved her back into the wall before roughly 


reentering her. 


Maria closed her eyes and hung her head in defeat. A dark chuckle shook both their bodies as Syn bit any inch 
of skin near his mouth. Silent tears slid down Maria's face as Syn continued to draw blood as he drug his nails 


across her back. 
Syr's body trembled as he came. Once he was finished, he pulled away letting Maria fall to the floor. 


"Shame you didn't enjoy that like | did" Syn softly murmured as he zipped his jeans. "We should do this again 


sometime." He brightly chirped as he left Maria alone in the mirrored room. 


Maria was too exhausted to pick herself up from the floor. She was too numb to cry. Maria curled up in a ball 
on the floor and stared at the lamps in hope that if she went blind from the intense light, she would be able 
to forget this ever happened. 


However, deep inside, she knew this would be burned into her memory just like the burning lamps when she 


closed her eyes. 


